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college walls, or as a missionary in a foreign land.   No matter where, so that I die in Christ.1
Shortly after the loss of his Father, Mr. Newman hears from his aunt, Mrs. Elizabeth Newman, of his grandmother's declining state.
MRS. E. NEWMAN TO J. H. N.
November 4, 1824.
My poor dear Mother is much the same as when you saw her, but still weaker and in much pain; but when she does speak she talks more of you and Francis than of anybody.
She lived to the May of the following year, having attained the age of ninety-one. On the notice of her death occur these words : * She was my earliest benefactor, and how she loved me!'2
Some private notes remain of Mr. Newman's visits to his sick parishioners. One of these experiences may be given, as telling something of the matter and manner of his pastoral visiting :
. . . August, 1824 [or possibly 1825].—JohnC. . . ., perhaps thirty-five : had been a coachman, and all his life in the society of coachmen. . . . For some months past, hearing he was in a declining way, I have called from time to time, and particularly
1  In the Apologia, referring to an earlier date, we read: * I am obliged to mention, though I do it with great reluctance, another deep imagination that at this time, the autumn of 1816, took possession of me.   There can be no mistake about the fact, viz. that it would be the will of God that I should lead a single life.   This anticipation, which has held its ground almost continuously ever since . . . was more or less connected in my mind with the notion that my calling in life would require such a sacrifice as celibacy involved; as, for instance, missionary work among the heathen, to which I had a great drawing for some years.   It also strengthened my feeling of separation from the visible world, of which I have spoken above.'—Apologia pro Vita, sua, p. 7.
2  See stanzas to his brother, F. W. K, in the volume of poems entitled Verses.
In her affection all had share—
All six, she loved them all; Yet on her early-chosen pair
Did her full favour fall; And we became her dearest theme, Her waking thought, her nightly dream.old, by Mr. Newman's* Hintor, that thi* wn-*
